CHAPTER   XXI
ENCOUNTER
" WELL, thank Heaven for that! " we said and turned to
each other with thankfulness and relief. Each saw his own
joy mirrored in the other's face. For the Rapid had woken
suddenly into life. It was the morning of the third day.
Throughout two days and three nights we had sweated,
choked and toiled without ceasing in the stifling atmosphere
of the engine compartment refusing to be defeated. We
forgot to feed and forgot to sleep. Each in turn pumped
compressed air into the long, green cylinder until his temples
felt like bursting. We did this with a foot pump hour after
hour in a nightmare frog-march. Between turns we kept
watch on deck, chilled and wet, against the ever-changing,
ever new dangers that arose continually in that anchorage.
They were sudden dangers of wind and sea and ice devised
seemingly for our especial benefit with merciless ingenuity
by the evil spirit that dwelt there* We shivered on the
benches in the little cabin below, our feet braced against the
lurching of the boat, in the pitch dark and in silence. We
were smeared with sweat, oil and soot. We had not
washed for four days nor changed our clothes. But now at
last the victory was ours. We were a little hysterical. As
the surf-lined beach receded and the mountain side that
towered aloft with its head in the clouds fell away, taking on
a less dreadfully familiar shape, we broke forth into a spate
of shrill talk. We cheered. We laughed. We cackled.
" I know what we'll do when we get back to the camp,**
we said, our voices shrill with excitement ** Well have a
damned good wash and then we'll get into our sleeping-
bags and make up for some of the sleep we've tost Fresh
meat, too! Well kill a seal and make a damned fine stew!w
Old Jock Matheson, coiling down the anchor chain,